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E are thinking of gifts these days. Gifts and love go 

hand in hand. There may be giving without loving, 

but there is no loving without giving. ““God so loved that 
He gave, —dgave His best for the world’s worst because 
He loved so much. This is the reason for Christmas. The 
way to a happy day lies in accepting the Christ gift. And 

- then comes the joy of giving it to others. To impart is to 
acquire, to give is to gain, to. bestow is to possess the more. 


This is the spirit of Christmas. 


—Robert Brewster Beattie. 
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“No offering of my own I have, 
Nor works my faith to prove; 
I can but give the gifts He gave, 
And plead His love for love.” 














A Roadside Tank and Palm Trees, Balasore, India 


“I know not where His islands lift 
Their fronded palms in air; 
I only know I cannot drift 
Beyond His love and care.” 








Motto: Faith and Works Win. = Colors: Blue and Gold. 
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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK 


Christmas wishes cannot be expressed in the usual terms; but the 
Christmas spirit is being manifested more widely than ever before. 
Yes, in spite of the frightful tragedy of war, more people are giving, 
giving, giving—self, service, money—absolutely unselfishly, than at 
any time in the history of the world. The first Christmas brought the 
supreme Gift of love and sacrifice. The Magi came, bringing their 
symbolic gifts of gold, frankincense and myrrh. ‘Today, the followers 
of Christ—even from afar—by millions. are pouring out their costliest 
treasures. The women of Europe are giving what they have without 
counting the cost. We know that delicately bred girls of England’s 
nobility are working, side by side, in munition factories with girls 
whose lives they would never touch except for this common cause of 
suffering, and each is the better for it. Gentlewomen of France are 
laboring in the fields, caring for the wounded, cheerfully doing menial 
tasks, while their nearest and dearest are “at the front,” dead, or in 
prison. Surely American women must say to these who have given 
so much, we will uphold you in every way we can. One day in 
October, twenty thousand Red Cross Nurses marched down Fifth 
Avenue in a parade that was a most impressive demonstration of 
women ready for service. “New York salutes, gravely and reverently,” 
reported the 7imes. “It caught the crowd by the throats, so that 
when the cheers went up they were shaky with emotion,” said the 
World. The splendid and essential work of the Red Cross, Y. M. C. A. 
and Y. W. C. A. call for such vast sums of money that merely the 
sound of them makes one feel dazed. But the people are giving 
it! In the Red Cross Campaign in June—the most stupendous un- 
dertaking for human welfare ever made—$100,000,000 was asked, 
$120,000,000 was given. Since the Government turned over the en- 
campment work for our boys to the Y. M. C. A., that organization asks 
for a war fund of $35,000,000—nothing more appealing to mothers than 
this! The Y. \W.C. A. is urged to pour both money and leaders into 
the first lines of defense for womanhood “over there,” and it asks for 
$4,000,000. (Alas, that the call of the Prince 6f Peace for the help of 
the nations should not have been as swiftly and gladly answered!) 
What does all this signify in terms of character, the ideals of democ- 
racy, and to the upbuilding of a new order of things when the period 
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of reconstruction shall begin. Let it not be possible for Life to say to 
us, as did Paul to the Galatians, “Have ye suffered so many things 
in vain?” Someone wrote in the Woman's Home Companion, “When I 
think of this war and its significance, and the enormous effect on the 
world it has had and will continue to have for many generations, I am 

impressed as I have never been before in my life with the 
necessity of honesty in living—cutting out the trash, throwing away 
the trivial, crystallizing all of our high and honorable emotions and. 
resolves into permanency, making standards of them, instead of just 
occasional big moments.” That is a challenge to each one of us, to 
make permanent the best self which this testing time has revealed; to 
utilize in everyday life the widened vision, quickened sympathy, gener- 
ous impulse, and to do it wisely and sanely. We would emphasize 
Miss Mosher’s timely warning. We may not be helping the whole 
great mass of needs simply by changing one form of our service into 
another, or by denying ourselves the things that make for healthy 
bodies, enlightened minds or effective service. At this Christmastime 
we can give the frankincense of love, cheer, hope, faith, prayer. Who 
shall say that these are less essential or less difficult than the accom- 
panying gold, or the results of busy fingers and household conserva- 
tion which are unquestionably the present-day tasks of American 
women.....An urgent call, signed by the President of the Federation 
of W. F. M. Societies and the President of the National W. C. T. U., 
comes to Christian women to use every influence possible to help 
secure prohibition of the manufacture and sale of liquor-in the United 
States by a Federal Amendment to the Constitution of the United 
States, which has already passed the Senate and goes to the House in 
December. Who is your Congressman? Where does he stand on 
this question? Write letters or send telegrams to him before Decem- 
ber 7th. Urge prominent men in your locality to do so. Pray singly 
and in groups for wisdom, persistence, courage to abolish this curse 
forever. We regret that this HELPER will not reach you in season for 
plans and programs for a big mass meeting, but each one can do some- 
thing. Do everything you can.....We are happy to introduce Miss 
Nellie G. Prescott, Foreign Secretary of the W. A. B. F. M. S., who 
brings us greeting and appeal. We have known her as the gifted . 
young woman who writes such delightful helps for Juniors, and who 
edited “Oriental Gardens” and “Our Work in the Orient.” We once 
heard a lady say that all missionary literature is as dry as dust, but 
she couldn’t have read anything written by Miss Prescott! Let us 
suggest that if there is no one woman who can give the desired amount 
for the school in Balasore, so beloved by our Sadie Gowen and Amy 
Porter, that many send smaller amounts to the District Treasurers for 
the same purpose. 
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GREETING AND APPEAL 


From the Foreign Secretary of the W. A. B. F. M.S. 
Dear Readers of THE Missionary HELPER: 


It is a pleasure to send you this word of greeting and to assure you of 
my cordial interest in you and in the results of your faithful, earnest work 
in India. I trust that the strangeness of the new relations is wearing off 
and that you are becoming accustomed to the greatly enlarged family of 
missionary friends which you have so suddenly acquired and to the in- 
terests which they represent. Already we have extended to the dear 
friends in Bengal-Orissa a most cordial welcome. I know that you are 
adopting with just as great cordiality the work in Burma, Assam, South 
India, China, Japan, Philippine Islands and Africa. It is yours now to 
pray for, to work for, to give for—that Christ’s name may be known and 
His kingdom established throughout the world. 

You doubtless remember that the Middle Vernacular Girls’ School at 
Balasore has had no suitable building. The classes have been held in 
most inconvenient rooms, in some outbuildings. Yet in spite of this dis- 
advantage, the standard of the school has been maintained and the girls 
prepared for entrance into High Schools in Calcutta. This year there are 
forty pupils and four teachers. 

The Mission and Government have already approved the plan for the 
sorely needed building, but there has been much delay because of the in- 
creased cost of iron, glass and other building materials, and because Gov- 
‘ernment finds it difficult, with the present war conditions, to make the 
grant originally promised. Free Baptist women have already provided 
Rs. 2500 for this purpose, which is on deposit in India. Rs. 1200, or 

-$400 additional, is needed to make it possible to erect this building. The 
Foreign Department of our Society has voted that this amount shall be 
appropriated and has done so with the hope that there is some dear woman 
who has known and loved this school through the years, who will be eager 
to give all or a part of this amount as a love offering for the master. We 
hope that there will be a ready and an immediate response. We have 
heavy responsibilities this year, many problems, abounding joy, open doors, 
a great task. Your co-operation and prayers will be a source of help and 


strength. 
Cordially yours, 
NELLIE G. PRESCOTT. 


Boston, Mass. 


XUM 





XUM 





THE MISSIONARY HELPER 373 


DAYABATI 


By Lena SwEET FENNER. 

One bright day in late spring, when the Indian sun was waxing to its 
zenith, a tiny brown figure darted across my vista. 

I was visiting at Santipore. The compound in front of the long 
mission bungalow was dotted with the brilliant faces of Miss Butts’ 
friends—the pansies, nasturtiums, poppies, petunias, cosmos and their 
kind. The heavy night dews had refreshed the brave grass that had not 
felt rain for long months. ‘ 











An Indian Madonna 
(Dayabati with her mother and brother) 


Among these beds of pretty flowers, as a part of them, darted a 
nymph, in chase of one of India’s beautiful butterflies, a wee girl, clad, 
as were the flowers, in nature’s richly tinted suit. Her arms outstretched, 
her wavy hair flying, her lips parted, her eyes aglow—she was nature 
animate, personified in warm human lines! 

But the voice of the missionary calls her to the porch, and New Eng- 
land propriety proceeds to interpret that “beauty unadorned is best 
adorned” means clothes! Straightway a crude American garment, very 
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full and very long, entirely obliterates the graceful lines of the little figure. 

Such was my introduction to Daya-bati. Only she wasn’t Daya-bati 
then, and no one knew she ever would be. 

Her mother was one of Miss Butts’ most recent protegés, a widow, 
wronged and cast adrift by the Brahmin man in whose house she had 
been employed,—nothing but a widow; no rights has a widow! So, in 
her hour of peril, she had found her way to the Christian missionary, and 
in our mission home her baby boy was born. I saw “san bhai” (little 
brother—as I always called him, much to his mother’s delight) when he 
was but a few days old. The next time I saw him he was seven months 
old. 

One evening at Balasore, some six weeks after the opening of this 
story, as the Sinclair Bungalow family were at dinner, a servant appeared, 
leading a little girl. ‘‘Just arrived on the train with one of the Christian 
women from Santipore,” we were told, and at our gate she had been 
handed over to the servant. I shall not soon forget the winsome dignity 
with which this little girl, alone with white-faced foreigners, looked into 
the face of Miss Coe, the missionary. I did not recognize her as the 
nymph of the Santipore compound, but such she was; clothed now in a 
little pink dress from America, very pretty and becoming, and Miss Butts 
had indulged her own fancy to the extent of a pink ribbon in the rippling 
brown hair to fit her for this entrance into the life of the Sinclair Girls’ 
Orphanage. She said she had come to stay, this little miss of six, and so 
she took her place in our family of eighty children. 

Now it so chanced she had a name already borne by three of our 
flock. Children—and adults, too—in India, like to assume new names, so 
the name of Daya-bati was substituted for the one she possessed. Daya- 
bati means “Mercy,” and surely the spirit of Mercy intervened to give 
this stray waif of India a Christian home. 

Now the first thing to be done for this little girl was to provide her 
with a wardrobe—a big word that for two house dresses, two school 
dresses, a Sunday frock, and a sheet! A plate and a cup comprised her 
dining-room equipment. Then a “deedee” (big sister) was selected for 
her, whose mat and blanket she shared at night. 

After some days in the home, getting acquainted with the family and 
form, she was given an alphabet-card and pencil and sent off to school 
with the other children. This is an entirely new experience. Until now 
the little girl has had absolute freedom. Here in school she must learn 
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to sit still, exercise her mind as directed, act with other children, and obey 
the teachers. It is all so strange, but interesting, and she is quite happy. 

At least we thought so, until one day I found her, by a corner of the 
bungalow, weeping, desperately weeping. ‘‘Mama, Santipore,” was the ex- 
tent of my understanding of the words that came betweeen sobs. But that 
was enough. The child was crying for her mother. I led her to my room 
and with sweets and dolls and pictures beguiled from clouds to sunshine— 
for the time. But too often in the following days and weeks I would find 
her alone under a tree, her face pressed against it, or by the fence, or, 
half-hidden among the plants of the porch, crying her heart out for the 
mother. She had to be told her mother was no longer at Santipore; 
had been taken to a home in Calcutta, where it was hoped work might 
be obtained for her. This only produced fresh floods of tears. Cal- 
cutta was an unknown place, far, far away. So it happened that I had 
Daya—for comfort and diversion—much in my room with me, until the 
children came to call her by my name. But neither my attentions nor 
foreign attractions could compensate for the love of the absent mother, 
and Daya pined and grew thin. When I returned from the hot-season 
vacation, | found her burning with fever. Skin eruptions appeared 
and increased, her appetite failed, she became anemic. The missionary 
“Mama” gave medicines, watched symptoms, varied her diet, had her 
rubbed daily in strengthening, healing oils. All in vain. Daya pined, and 
the “Mama” despaired of saving her life. 

Then word came one day that, not speaking the language of the dis- 
trict, employment could not be found for Daya-ma and she had best return 
to her own province. Before message could be returned and arrange- 
ments made for her location in our Widows’ Home, she appeared. It was 
in the darkness of early evening that so soon falls after the sun sets. She 
was sitting on the steps of our rear porch when I discovered her, with 
Daya standing in front of her, convulsed in a flood of happy tears. 

And so Daya-ma (mother of Daya) became a member of our 
Widows’ Home and of our compound family. Our new dormitory was 
building at the time and Daya-ma was given occupation at pounding the 
mortar. “San bhai” was left on a mat under a tree to kick and laugh. 
He was the cutest, merriest baby in our family. Daya-bati, out of school 
hours, looked out for him and hovered near her mother, preferring their 
company to that of any or all of the children. 

The change in Daya was marvelous! From a thin, inert, unhappy 
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child, she became plump, her skin fair, and her face merry and content. 
At Christmas there was on the tree, not only a doll for Daya, but also a 
sari for Daya-ma and a soft, pretty piece of outing flannel for “san bhai.” 
When I left, Daya was one of the healthiest of our children, with no tears 
for my going, only mild interest for the children about her, completely 
absorbed in her mother and baby brother. 

Such is the story of the love of one little girl for her mother,—and 
that little girl a brown child of India, our India. 


Providence, R. I. 


— 
—_ 


LETTERS FROM “DR. MARY” 


_ (About “a number of things”: a waif, other girls, a love affair, domestic 
science, etc.) 





Among the pictures sent to America you will see a new face—Mon1’s. 
Moni drifted in once when I was away, a waif with no special past. We'd 
had a child who ran away, just a little while before, and we were rather 
distrustful of that sort, so I didn’t cut her hair at once, thinking if she did 
not stay she would be better off with it long. Well, she was and is a dis- 
appointment! She is the happiest, gratefulest kid! No fear of her 
running away. She couldn’t be hired or lured away. She has a most in- 
gratiating way of running up to us with broad grins and taking hold of a 
hand, just from pure joy of being with us. She won our hearts right 
away with her pleasedness. She isn’t very bright in school, I fear, but 
she is good to work, gives no trouble, and is always good natured and con- 
_ tented, so she has a sure, warm place in our hearts. 

_ Last Yearly Meeting we talked over money matters and decided we 
must very strictly limit the number in Sinclair Orphanage, so to be sure 
to keep within the appropriation ; but some nice Urjurda girls had permis- 
sion to come, then the Bhudrak people had a child that just must be taken 
in. Her father was a Hindu. He lived with a Christian woman for 
years and she had a son and a daughter, a fair, pretty, bright girl, quite 
worth while. I declared I couldn’t take her in, but Rajoni Mohapatra 
persuaded Mr. Collett and he said it would be all right, so I took her. 
You see, with her father, she has no chance, and is in danger every day 
from the Hindu community. Her name is Bonobasini. Her charm is 
more in animated expression than in feature, so her picture is a poor 
likeness. 
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Promondini Mullik did so well in school last year, the Pundit thinks 
she may get a scholarship. I am watching her most carefully and hope 
to be able to avert her usual rainy season sickness. Junie has had three 
offers of marriage, two of which she has refused, and one she is con- 
sidering. Iam not a bit anxious to have her go. She is a dear girl. 

I am having a class in Domestic Science and was so fortunate as to be 
able to secure the services of a Brahmin widow, a dear, gentle lady, who 
is teaching other things incidentally. She takes two girls each day through 
a housewife’s work. This includes caring for the cows, cleaning a room, 
digging in the garden, etc. She has just finished one course and begun a 
second, a little more complicated. 











GROUP OF SINCLAIR ORPHANAGE GIRLS 
Back row: Susannah, Betty, Kate Middle row: Molini, Promila 


Kosali 





Front row: Uma 


The Inspectress of Schools has just been to Balasore. We like her 
and feel that she is a “misseebaba”’ like ourselves. She talked over the 
work and the children and was helpful. When I lamented over the de- 
ficiencies, she said they looked very well and bright. I have gone over the 
whole Orphanage, recently, and to my horror found several children with 
enlarged spleen! I would so like to feed them all on bread and milk, 
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meat, etc., but as I can’t manage either bread or milk, I thought I would 
try and see what sugar would do for them (sugar has a high nutritive 
value) so every day they get a teaspoonful of sugar. I think it is helping. 

Did I tell you of the baptisms? Bepin, quiet little Molini, Prophulla, 
who is really trying to be a good girl, and Betty, who is learning and wants 
to do right. 

I believe a lady in Portland, Maine, is interested in a young girl called 
Susannah (or Kheroda, only we had so many Kherodas this one’s name 
was changed when she was taken into the Orphanage). One afternoon a 
young man came to the house asking to see her. I asked if he was a 
relative and he said yes, he was her brother ; that is, the same man adopted 
them both. Mrs. Holder’s Bible Woman, Josoda, is helping me for a 
little while, so I called her and asked her to call Susannah and to sit with 
them during the interview. After they had been talking some time I 
went along the veranda to see why he did not go. Josoda was explaining 
something so earnestly that I stopped to listen and then to my amazement 
I found he was proposing to Susannah! It took me quite a while to ex- 
plain suitably that Susannah is not a forlorn, lonely child, with no guar- 
dians to be spoken to, and that all such questions ought to come first to 
me. He got very humble and fairly groveled! Then he explained by 
saying that when Susannah was small she was promised to him. I quite 
repudiated that, then he declared he would do anything I said. Meantime 
Susannah had vanished around the corner. I told him I would investigate 
him and consider his request. - 

Josoda told us afterward that his talk with Susannah was a real 
“Song of Solomon!” He declared that her prayers and the thought of her 
had kept him well and safe when in great danger. She asked what he 
had brought her. He produced a ring and tried to put it on her finger. 
When she refused he produced a gold coin and offered her that. When 
that was refused he was greatly troubled and asked her what she did 
want—he would give her anything she asked for if she would only listen. 
Josodo said he was dreadfully in earnest and sometimes almost cried, and 
sometimes prayed, and sometimes importuned her as he might a goddess. 
When Josoda was telling this, out at the girls’ house, Kenari exclaimed, 
“What ails the men, anyway!” Kenari has a most devoted suitor whom 
she is trying to discourage, who looks blue at each rebuff. Susannah had 
had a message that her friends had sent her something by this man, that is 
why she asked what he had brought her. I haven’t had opportunity to 
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make inquiries about this importunate youth. In some respects it would 
be a good match for Susannah, and he would surely be a lucky man. Next 
day Susannah happened to sit opposite me at prayers, and I couldn’t help 
noting the luster and depth of her large dark eyes and the dreamy atmos- 
phere, as of one greatly beloved. She is one of the prettiest girls in the 
Orphanage. ' 

Miss Coombs has written of the visit of the Willards. It was de- 
lightful to have guests so recently from our beloved homeland, with the 
bloom and the glamour of it still fresh. _ We wish they could have stayed 
longer. Mrs. Willard saw almost all the hot and rainy seasons, with their 
unpleasantness, but nothing of our most beautiful cold season, than which 
one could not find a pleasanter or more desirable climate. 

THE HELPER grows better and better. How do you manage to make 
it so attractive and fresh and new each month? We look for it, and when 
it comes, class it with the letters that must be read as soon as possible, 
not with the periodicals to be read “sometime,” for it seems like a bunch 
of news of many dear friends. 

Mary W. BACHELER. 
Balasore, India. 


tdi 
—<—— 


A RED CROSS NURSE “SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE” 


(Extracts from letters from Edna Coldren to her mother.) 


We left Ellis Island the 11th of July on S. S. Mongolia, the ship on 
which those two Chicago nurses were killed, you remember. 

We have had a wonderful trip all through, with smooth sea and beau- © 
tiful weather, though the first few days were very hot and we have had 
two or three rainy days. I wasn’t seasick for a minute, though quite a few 
were. Everyone is perfectly lovely to us—stewards, waiters, ships’ offi- 
cers, etc. Weare like one big family (the doctors and nurses) and have 
the best times together, playing all kinds of deck games and walking or 
playing and singing in the living room. We have enjoyed every minute 
and have been quite jolly, in spite of a little worry over submarines. We 
entered the real danger zone yesterday morning. They have men in the 
Crow’s nests, away up on the masts, keeping a sharp lookout. Last night 
we passed two submarines, but they were too near to get a range on us. 
Every light on the ship, except in the engine rooms, was out at nine o’clock. 
We have had to sleep with our portholes closed most of the time. Yester- 
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day (the 22nd of July) we sent a wireless message to England for a con- 
voy to carry us through the most dangerous part of our journey. We 
have had lifeboat drill every day and are quite used to it. We are due in 
our port tomorrow morning. Isn’t it wonderful to think we are so nearly 
safe? Weare so thankful that all has gone so well. 

Sunday, 10.20 A. M. Our convoy has just come, two destroyers. 
Our bugler played “The Star Spangled Banner” and “God Save the King.” 
It surely was inspiring. We almost cried. Now we are going to have 
our church service. Our Chaplain is Dr. MacWallace, a Congregational 
minister from Detroit. . . . We had a fine service. The Chaplain 
said he had never heard the Doxology sung with so much feeling. We 
have had lectures by the doctors every day, on subjects pertaining to our 
work over there. We also have French lessons from a lady of Detroit, 
who is to be our interpreter. 

Somewhere in France, July 26. When we landed in England about 
noon, Monday, just three weeks from the time we left Detroit, we went at 
once on the train to Southampton, but did not leave before four o’clock. 
We did not feel at all strange, everyone was so nice and friendly. We 
had a six-hour ride through Southern England and were delighted with 
the picturesque country, the hedge rows, thatched-roofed, stone cottages, 
and millions of roses. The people all along the way waved and cheered 
us most enthusiastically (we had a special train). We reached Southamp- 
ton at ten o'clock P. M., tired and hungry, for we had had nothing to eat 
since 11.30 A.M., except a cup of tea and a bun, at Exeter, where cute little 
boys from the Boys’ School came to the train to see us. They had never 
heard of Michigan or Detroit, but knew about the Ford car, as they said 
‘there were a great many of them there. 

At Southampton we went at once on board an Australian hospital 
ship, where we were served with a good dinner. There we found the 
Massachusetts General Hospital people, who were with us at Ellis Island. 
It seemed good to see them. The next day we went up the river and 
anchored off the Isle of Wight and remained through the day. The boys 
sang many songs for us, which we much enjoyed, especially when a crowd 
of English soldiers sang “I Wish I Was in Michigan.” 

Tuesday, at 7 P. M., we left Southampton and reached this place in 
the night and landed Wednesday afternoon. The nurses stayed in a very 
old convent for three days. The first afternoon four of us took a motor- 
car ride about the place and out into the country. 
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July 30th. At last we have come to our destination. We left at 
7.30 P. M. Saturday. The train was dirty and had few conveniences. 
We had to carry drinking water and our lunches with us. There were 
five of us in each compartment. The doctors had first class and the 
nurses second, though there was very little difference between them, and 
the enlisted men were-third class. We had a special train and there were 
eight box cars for our trunks and equipment. We made many stops, 
when we all got out for exercise and had a lot of fun in spite of the great 
heat and inconvenience. The country we passed through was very beau- 
tiful, much like Michigan or Indiana in some places. The farm buildings 
and houses in the towns were quite different from ours, quaint and pic- 
turesque. We reached this town at 8 P. M. Sunday and received a most 
royal welcome from a crowded station. Everyone was fairly beaming. 
We are the first Americans to come here, and they surely seem glad to see 
us. Weare ina very large hospital that used to be a Jesuit college. The 
building is very old. There are some French patients and nurses, who are 
to leave soon. They say the whole place is to be remodeled for us, so 
we won't have much hard work for several months. We are anxious to 
get to work, however, after so much idling. It has been a wonderful 
vacation. The French people are charming. The nurses who are here 
now are society women and very lovely, with such beautiful manners. 

August 8th. The people of the town have surely given us a royal 
welcome and are doing all they can to make us feel at home. Last 
Wednesday evening they entertained the whole Unit at a movie. The 
theater was a big one, the pictures were very good, and the orchestra was 
fine. Each nurse was presented with a corsage bouquet. The next night 
we all went to a concert given by the soldiers—an experience I wouldn’t 
have missed for anything! The gallery was packed with soldiers, either 
convalescent or home on furlough. They greeted us with much cheering 
and enthusiasm. ‘The first number on the program was very impressive. 
The orchestra played “The Star Spangled Banner.” The curtain went up, 
disclosing a perfect representation in miniature of the Goddess of Liberty 
against a background of the Stars and Stripes. You can imagine how 
good that looked to us! The feeling of good fellowship and sympathy is 
very strong and noticeable. It is wonderful to hear these soldiers sing 
the “Marseillaise,” they put so much fire and spirit into it. It is very 
pathetic, too, for the large number of them are crippled for life in one 
way or another. 
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I am picking up a good deal of French, little by little. We are taking 
three lessons a week of a lady here, a professor’s daughter. There are 
five in my class. We meet many nice French people who are as anxious 
to learn English as we are to learn French, so we talk together and learn 
more that way than from lessons. They have lots of fresh fruit, which is 
very reasonable in price. We miss our white bread, but they say when we 
get our American bakery installed we are to have it. Our chaplain, Mr. 
Wallace, is the grandest man. Everyone likes him. Last Sunday we had 
services in a little Protestant church (the only one here). We had to 
listen to a French sermon first and Mr. Wallace only had time for a few 
words. He spoke up here in our hall for a few minutes at 7.30 P. M. 


The flowers here are wonderful. Such profusions of them, chiefly. 


roses, marigolds, nasturtiums, dahlias, phlox and other old-fashioned 
flowers. There are many parks about the city filled with these lovely 
flowers. © 

August 19th. This is a beautiful Sunday morning. Florence and I 
are sitting in the garden until church time. We have a large courtyard 
with lovely winding paths, lots of trees and shrubbery, and garden seats. 
We spend much of our spare time out of doors. We now have our church 
service in a large open space on the hospital grounds at 10.30 A. M. 
Every Sunday a piano is taken out there and one of the boys plays a 
violin, so we have good music. 

We have had a little work lately, helping the French nurses with their 
patients. The men are mostly convalescent. The French are all gone 
now to other hospitals and we are going to begin in earnest tomorrow the 
work of renovating the hospital. We have had some fine walks. The 
scenery is lovely, the buildings and people very interesting and picturesque. 
We have made a lot of friends among the children, who are so bright and 
amusing. 

The Y. M. C. A. is making a good start in this town. They are fix- 
ing up a room for the boys for reading, etc., and also sell candy and 
writing material. There is a piano, which they greatly enjoy. We are 
delighted to hear that the Y. W. C. A. is going to help us equip a living 
room on the first floor of the hospital. We are to have a piano, too! We 
surely will enjoy it, for at present we have nothing in the way of a sitting 
room. Weare having lovely cool weather, much like September at home, 
bright, sunny and clear. They have unpacked our own beds and we are 
using them now. The other day we each received two nice dark blue 
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army blankets, given us by the Detroit Red Cross. We each had a lovely 
khaki colored blanket given by the National Red Cross, so with my 
steamer rug I am all right for the winter. 
We are all keeping well and are very well taken care of, so you see 
there’s not a thing for you to worry about. This is our new address: 
U.S. Army Hospital No. 3, 
(Base Hospital No. 17), 
American Expeditionary Force, France. 


> 
—_— 





QUIZ 


Where is a magnificent opportunity to teach all nations and why? 
What are “pardah women’? 

Where were triumphal semi-centennial celebrations? 

What swept away every objection? 

Who laid a white handkerchief before his tent doe and why? 
What are great words in the Christian creed to-day? 

Theresa and the nine gold pieces: What happened? 

What is a story of faithfulness to high ideals? 


We are never to forget—what? 

Can you give some heartening facts in the year at Storer College? 

What experiences among the girls make us glad? 

“Ask and it shall be given”—what application was made? 

Where were two socials and what were they like? 

What is an accomplishment in endurance and devotion? 

What is Mrs. Holder’s work? Miss Daniels’? Miss Barnes’? Miss 
Porter’s? 

How was Christmas celebrated? 

Where is the work done “in shifts,” by whom, and how does it help? 

What girls have been baptized? 

How did Dr. Mary go “magic-lanterning ?” 

Mrs. Hartley makes what appeals? 

With what blessing does none of us wish to dispense? 

To what does Mrs. Chapman call attention and what does she hope? 

Can you give the main points in the articles of union between the 
W. A. B. H. M. S. and F. B. W. M. S.? 

THE MissioNArY HELPER must emphasize what? 

What can we give ona Ruby Anniversary? 

What is the amount of invested funds of the F. B. W. M. S.? 

Which auxiliary made a large gift in September? 

Why do we “dare to be cheerful?” 

(Answers may be found in the October and November HEtpers.) 
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ON A WEDDING JOURNEY 


(Mrs. Willard gives us intimate glimpses of Balasore friends.) 


On Boarp S. S. Fusuimi Maru, Oct. 25, 1917. 


My dear Mrs. Whitcomb: 
We are returning from a trip to India (our wedding trip) and be- 
cause we had the privilege of visiting Balasore during the early days of 
August I want to chat with you a few minutes. 
We found Dr. Mary, Miss Coombs and Miss Porter at Sinclair Or- 
phanage, and knowing them so well you can imagine the dear welcome 


they gave us. 


Miss Gowen was in America. 


We evidently had passed 
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her somewhere on the Pacific on our way over. Dr. Mary soon had us 
-most comfortably settled in the little house of the Superintendent of the 
Widows’ Home, where, by the way, I presume is another bride and groom, 
for they told us Mr. and Mrs. Krause expected to begin their new life to- 
gether here in this tiny home. At any rate, he was hustling about, planning 
just how the furniture, etc., should be placed, and he urged Mr. Willard 
to shoot a big cobra that unceremoniously made a visit on the lawn one 
morning, so you see he will be a protector to her whom he loves. All 
joking aside, Mr. Krause is certainly doing a good work among the young 
men of the Manual Training School and deserves your commendation. 

I just wish you could see Dr. Mary right in the midst of her busy life, 
as we saw her. All the girls of the Orphanage love her very dearly and, 
friends, it means something to care for the physical and spiritual wants of 
nearly one hundred girls. To plan on the small sum appropriated to feed 
them so they shall be kept well is no small task, and Dr. Mary, because she 
is so particular about the proper nourishment of their bodies, has a smaller 
amount of illness than most of our India schools. I wonder if our people 
realize that Balasore is situated in a genuine fever hot-bed, low, malarial 
and swampy. Balasore is a hard place to live and not be ill. We had to 
fight it even during the short time we were there (Mr. Willard having a 
very bad attack of fever, we realized then what a splendid M. D. our 
Dr. Mary is). Yet never once have we heard those missionaries of ours 
complain of that fever-laden field. I do want you to realize something of 
what they are meeting for us—yes, you and me—because Christ’s last com- 
mand bade us “Go into all the world,” and they have gone for us. Serious- 
ly I ask you to submit this question to your own hearts: Am I doing all 
I can to help them do this work for me? You do not begin to realize the 
hard things they are meeting, yes, and conquering, too. They won’t tell you 
of those things, but some day I hope to be able to tell you in person some 
of the things we saw. 

Each morning our dear Miss Coombs (God bless her) teaches a large 
sewing class and, listen, have you sent any missionary boxes lately with 
pieces of cloth for the girls’ dresses? If you have the Germans must have 
them, for such patched and repatched garments as Miss Coombs and the 
girls were working on for the school doesn’t look as if they had had any 
new cloth to work with for many a day. Do please work up a good sized 
box of gingham, etc., for the girls’ dresses (not less than three vards in a 
piece) and send it off at once by the Western Route via Hong: Kong, and 
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it will reach them safely. Where are the big boxes the Portland church 
used to send and those of the Laconia church? Miss Porter needs some 
of those fine pencils that used to come from the Laconia church. 

Along educational lines Miss Porter is doing a splendid work. I was 
proud of her as she took us over the schools, and I know that Miss Gowen, 
too, has been laying foundations in the hearts and minds of the young 
people of Balasore which can never be reckoned by any earthly measure- 
ments. Eternity alone will reveal it. Mr. and Mrs. Collett are so faith- 
fully building lives for God, and their four splendid lads will be a blessing 
to this old world of ours because of father’s and mother’s training. In his 
evangelistic work Mr. Collett is winning many souls to God. Last, but 
not by any means least, among the faithful workers of our Balasore field 
are Mr. and Mrs. Frost. They, too, are moulding lives for the Master, 
and many know Jesus Christ because of their faithful service. They de- 
serve the furlough almost due them. Give them and their dear little 
people your heartiest welcome to the homeland this spring, as they return. 

I did want to tell you of the different girls we met who are supported 
by people whom we know in the different churches, but I have already 
talked too long. If it is possible, and you have not done so, adopt some 
child in the Orphanage and “Inasmuch as ye have done it unto the least 
of these ye have done it unto” the Christ whom you love. It pays a thou- 
sand fold here to make such a splendid investment. Prove the truth of 
what I say. Do not forget the boxes of cloth for the girls’ dresses. 
When you help to clothe His little ones you are gladdening His own dear 
heart.. May God’s richest blessing come into the life of every reader of 
THe HELpeER. 

Sincerely your friend, 


BEssiIE HAM WILLARD. 


<-> 
<———> 


NEWSY LETTER FROM MISS COOMBS 


Dear HEupPER Friends: 





I’m sorry it has been so long since I’ve written you—so long that I do 
not know where to begin to report myself, but think I will not go farther 
back than the. hot season which had dried the wells into simple, disappoint- 
ing holes in the ground and had burned the grass and stubble to a dead 
brownness ; baked the fields into wide, cracked areas of solid hardness; 
powdered the roads to a flying dust which had coated the bordering trees 
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with a thick layer ; made the tanks into unhealthy green-scummed puddles, 
or unsightly, empty receptacles for all sorts of rubbish, and had kept us in 
a continual bath of perspiration. It is then our school and zenana work 
stops for a time and we get off for a month’s vacation. 

At Bhimpore we reduced the Orphanage to very small proportions by 
sending the children to relatives and friends or boarding them out in some 
of the village families, so Mrs. Ager and myself could get away, leaving 
our cares behind us, but she did not stay her full month and I stayed more. 

Many years ago—thirty or more—I had heard dear “Ma” Phillips 
expatiate on the beauties of Ootacamund (a Hill Station in southern 
India) on her return from a vacation spent there, and ever since it had 
been an unfulfilled dream of mine to some time have a vacation there of 
my own. 

It is more than 1300 miles from Bhimpore and a three days’ journey, 
but I took it, and on May 5th found myself in a temperature of 57° instead 
of 96°, at an elevation of 7500 feet, with beautiful green hillsides and wild 
flowers; groves of eucalyptus and evergreens; fine roads and pleasant 
villas, and everywhere flowers and flowers! I stopped at the Y. W. C. A. 
Home, whose Superintendent loved her garden, and one morning we went 
through it together, writing the names of plants (flowering and otherwise) 
which she had, and found more than seventy—some of them dear old 
friends, and some utter strangers. Calla lilies were growing wild in many 
places—huge beds of them. 

It was the season when many missionaries take their vacations, and 
“Ooty” (short for Ootacamund) was full. A Convention for the Deepen- 
ing of Spiritual Life was held the week after I arrived, many of the meet- 
ings of which I attended and enjoyed and trust profited by. During that 
week all the missionaries attending the Convention were invited one day 
to afternoon tea at Government House by the Governor and his wife, Lord 
and Lady Pentland, and more than a hundred responded. I only knew 
three people among them all, which proved I had strayed far from home. 
I was not long a stranger, however, for there were Bible Readings, prayer 
meetings, and Missionary Socials to attend, and one feels at home at once 
in such an atmosphere. 

I arrived in Bhimpore, on my return, June 22nd, having made stops 
along the way to visit old friends. Right here I might remind some of 
the good sisters that I was returned to India rather as an experiment, and 
one of the conditions was that I should do only two-thirds work. To de- 
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cide first where to draw the line each day was a problem which I could 
not easily solve, but concluded if I took a longer vacation than really be- 
longed to me I could reduce the working time by some kind of a third! 
So when I got back to Bhimpore the children had all returned, and my 
boys were clammering for more patches or new clothes, and the schools 
were all running again. It was a transformed country, also, to which I 
returned, for the Rains had come and wells and tanks were full, roads 
were muddy, fields green, and vegetation of all kinds fresh and luxuriant. 
I found new responsibilities awaiting me in the care of Bible Women and 
in teaching a weekly Bible Class for them and the school teachers to pre- 
pare for an annual examination, and also in readjusting work in Sunday 
School. 

I was barely formulating plans for these when there came the news 
that, by a vote of the Reference Committee, I had been transferred to 
Balasore to share in the work of the Girls’ Orphanage and so release 
Miss Porter to take on the zenana work which had been Miss Gowen’s. 
This had been given to Mrs. Collett on trial at the division of Miss 
Gowen’s work, but after six months she found her health would not 
permit. 

I fourid my roots had struck deeper in Bhimpore than I had realized. 
Consequently it was quite a wrench to leave for Balasore, but here I am! 
I find enough already to keep me busy. 

Every morning, family prayers with the servants, among whom are 
Hindus and Christians; planning for the every day meals, getting in the 
supplies, seeing that the house is kept tidy, and exercisifg “eternal vigi- 
lance’ against white ants; keeping a daily sewing class of thirty girls sup- 
plied with work and seeing that it is done properly, and on Saturdays 
superintending the mending of all the clothes ; teaching the same kind of a 
weekly class as I had in Bhimpore for Bible Women and teachers and 
sharing the leadership of a women’s prayer meeting at the church, once a 
week. Perhaps, later on, some line of more strictly missionary work 
may open out for me. 

This letter has been all about myself, but “there are others!” Mr. 
and Mrs. Ager in Bhimpore, with their Minnie in school in Calcutta; 
Dr. and Mrs. Murphy and Mr. Long, in the Bacheler Bungalow at Midna- 
pore, besides Miss Daniels and Mrs. Holder and little Doris, at Henderson 
Home in the same place; Mr. and Mrs. Browne at Kharagpur; Mr. Clark, 
a “find” from Australia—taking dear Miss Butts’ place at Santipore and 
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hoping to be joined by his wife and two children in the near future; Miss 
Barnes, alone at Jellasore; Mr. and Mrs. Howard, at Contai, with their 
John, Jr.; Mr. and Mrs. Frost and their three boys, all due to start on 
furlough next spring, are in the “Hamlin House” at Balasore and have 
Mr. Krause (the Industrial Work-Shop Sahib) in their family; Mr. and 
Mrs. Collett, with one little boy at home and three bigger boys in the 
Hills at school, live in a nearby Mission House, while at “Sinclair Orphan- 
age” are Dr. Mary, Miss Porter and myself, about a mile from the others. 
All these are quite sure that their Station or their particular work is that 
which is of special importance and absorbing interest and wonder why the 
other fellow doesn’t see it in the same light. There are tokens for good 
in the Evangelistic Work, especially in the Balasore District, where it 
would seem the Mass Movement in embryo is forming. 

In the Bhimpore area requests for baptism come to the missionary, 
and the non-Christian teachers of the more than sixty outside Primary 
Schools have expressed a decision for Christ but are delaying baptism, 
hoping to bring their families. 

Midnapore Church, which has been sorely rent by divisions, has 
united in calling a pastor, and the hopes for aggressive work seem well 
founded. 

L. C. Coomss. 
Balasore, India, August 13, °17. 


><> 
—_> 


TREASURER’S NOTES 


Is it possible that at the time you are reading these “notes” our Lord 
Christ’s birthday will be closely approaching? 

It seems but yesterday that we were at Ocean Park together summing 
up the year’s work and planning for the then coming, the now near-at- 
hand winter. Thus it is the future so quickly becomes the present, and 
the opportunity of the moment that of the past. 

These are days demanding prompt and earnest action in many-sided 
service such as has never opened up to us before, for to-day’s opportuni- 
ties are as evident and large as the world’s present needs are appalling. 

Surely, only “in-as-much” gifts will fit in with the present order of 
events, though we shall not want to step out into even this sort of gift- 
making over our own appointed work,—that of making provision for 
Storer, our Heiper, and the work of the Woman’s American Baptist 
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Foreign Missionary Society, in which is included Bengal-Orissa, for while 
we are called to minister in a large way to the multiple needs occasioned 
by this awful war, our call to earnest endeavor in the winning of souls, 
was never stronger, never louder, in order that there may be the world- 
wide enlistment of mankind in our Heavenly Father’s service. Civiliza- 
tion’s failure, culminating in the present world tragedy, has emphasized 
man’s absolute need of Christianity. 

Fragmentary are the Bengal-Orissa receipts which go through -our 
office, and naturally and rightfully it will be a continually decreasing frag- 
ment, but we hope it is the very least proportion of the gifts which go 
directly forward to the W. A. B. F. M. S. District Treasurers for this 
field. We would so like to know beyond the shadow of a doubt that these 
direct gifts are of increasing proportion,—an increase more than propor- 
tionate to the decrease in ours. 


However, the slightest mental query with reference to your absolute | 


faithiulness, dear friends, would be unworthy of us, in the light of the 
record of the years, if it were not for the stress of the times, for, as a 
friend of large service says, in sending gift, “There are so many things 
connected with this terrible war to distract one, that many usual duties 
are neglected, but I do not lose sight of the great importance of missionary 
work, for the evangelism of the world should be our thought and aim.” 

Just here we desire to express our appreciation of the thoughtfulness 
of one and another of our auxiliary officers who, anticipating our desire 
to know the amount of their assumed apportionment, have voluntarily 
made it known to us. We are most grateful for their thoughtfulness. 

A legacy gift of $500 comes to us this month from the estate of Hon. 
Oramandel Smith, late of Litchfield, Me., and this reminds us that we 
would better say again, right here, that our Free Baptist Woman’s Mis- 
sionary Society still continues its existence for care of its invested funds, 
gifts for Storer College, etc. A friend in forwarding money this month 
said: “This gift is for the F. B. W. M. Society. I do not know as there is 
such a society now, but if there is, it is to be used for our mission work,” 
and this friend is not alone in her query. However, we shall all soon learn 
the new ropes, including the continuances and discontinuances. 

Another friend interests us in telling of the way in which she earned 
her gift for Bengal-Orissa, thus leading out into F. M. gift-making one 
who, she says, had probably never given a cent to missions previously. 

We learn that the daughter of Dr. and Mrs. G. F. Dodge of Massa- 
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chusetts has decided to follow her father’s profession, in connection with 
niissionary work. You will probably immediately think, as we did, “A 
possible, and we hope probable recruit for Bengal-Orissa, when the years 
of training are passed.” | 

In an address referred to in a recent issue of the S. S. Times, Dr. 
John R. Mott declared this to be ‘“‘a time for Christian patriots to gird 
themselves for world service,’ and expressed the wish “that Christian 
groups in America would regularly meet for prayer and unhurried discus- 
sion as to our responsibility for the future, when the opportunity will be 
ours to minister to the tens of millions of men under arms awaiting 
settlement of peace terms.” 

Speaking of Europe as being plastic to the missionary touch, bia said : 
“We must school our wills to get ready for the great constructive tasks 
that are to follow peace.” Shall we not heed this call to preparation for 
large tasks awaiting us? 

My Christmas wish for you each is that the wondrous Star of Bethle- 
hem may guide you with its perfect light and lead you into paths of hope, 
peace, joy and service. 

Cordially in service, 
EpyTH R. Porter. 
47 Andover St., Peabody, Mass. 


<-> 
_ 


GENERAL SUBSCRIPTION AGENT’S NOTES 


Of course we must Hooverize. When we first heard the word we 
thought it meant going without, and we went without a lot of things. 
Some of us went without things we really needed. 

Then they told us we hadn't fully comprehended the significance of 
the idea. We were to economize. We were to go without what we didn't 
need. We were to deny ourselves a lesser thing for the sake of securing 
a greater thing. 

I fear—if I may judge from the lessening of subscriptions to the 
HELPER—that our subscribers have as a rule taken the first interpretation, 
and have not attained unto the second. 

If we are to help win the world for democracy, if we are to contribute 
to laying the foundation for the lasting peace that we hope and pray for,. 
we shall best prepare ourselves for doing it by feeding our bodies, our 
minds and our spirits with the best sustenance. The war is no reason for 
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discontinuing HELPER subscriptions. It is a cogent reason for renewing 
subscriptions. In it subscription agents may find a compelling reason for 
inducing new people to subscribe. There was never so much need of 
disseminating missionary information and of arousing missionary interest 
as now. 

It might savor of the farcical under present world conditions to close 
with wishing our readers a merry Christmas. Mankind seems today very, 
very far indeed from realizing the vision revealed two thousand years ago 
at Christmas to the shepherds watching their flocks on the Judzan hills, 
when the angels heralded to them the birth of a new era and presaged its 
spirit, singing, “Glory to God in the highest, peace on earth, good will to 
men.” But because I am abundantly persuaded that the life and teachings 
of Jesus are still potent, even if disregarded for a season by some, because 
I am equally persuaded that the love instinct is stronger and more natural 
in man than the hate instinct, I believe that the vision of peace and good 
will is yet to be realized. In this conviction I send to every one who may 
read this a Christmas greeting of trust and faith. 

Cordially, 
A. M. MosHer. 
107 Howland St., Boston, Mass. 





IN MEMORIAM 


Earth has no grief that heaven cannot Earth has no grief that heaven cannot 


heal, cure 
However deep the pain If we have faith, and pray; 
Help us, O tender Lord, this truth to The healing may be slow, but it is sure. 
feel, In His own time, and way 
This healing balm to gain. He sends us comfort, helps us to resign, 
We are so weak, O Comforter Divine, To say, through tears, “Thy way, O 
Teach us to know that all our griefs are Lord! not mine.” 
Thine. —B. M. Wills. 


Mrs. (C. S.) Eliza H. Perkins, Dorchester Center, Mass., May 26, 1917. 
Mrs. Mary S. Hulse, Lewiston, Maine, February 27, 1917. 

Rev. Etta G. Tracy, Skowhegan, Maine, October 17, 1917. 

Mrs. Martha Peck, Reading, Michigan, September 30, 1917. 

Mrs. Mary P. Parker, Phillips, Maine, September 25, 1917. 
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: for Monthly Merti 
*) Gelps for Monthly Meetings 
“In all effort for missions, education is the essential foundation upon which is 
se built Christian character that expresses itself in prayer, gifts and service.” 
y, 
50 ToPIcs FOR 1917-1918 
> 
é., September— Welcome Day. 
October— Our Work in the Orient. 
ts Novem ber—— Home Missions 
to December— ‘‘The White Man in Africa.’’ 
January— ‘‘The Bulu’’ 
5S February— I. Prayerand Praise. II. ‘*‘The Bulu and God.”’ 
se March— **The Ten Tyings.’’ 
April— **The New Tribe.’’ 
al May— Thank Offering. 
d June— ‘*The New Custom.’’ 
July— Field Day. 
‘y 
JANUARY.— "THE Butv.” 
The story of Kamerun is the story of Uganda over again. “The work is 
moving in a way that is absolutely beyond human control. Hundreds are confessing 
Christ every month. The Lord is doing glorious things for Africa. The prayers 
of the home church are being answered.”—From “The Lure of Africa.” 
SUGGESTIVE PROGRAM. 
; OpENING Hymn.—“O Sion, Haste.” (Missionary Hymnal, page 106.) 
) 


ScripTURE READING.—Isaiah 29: 8-12. Romans 10: 11-15. 
PRAYER.—Read in unison the prayer on page 48 of “An African Trail.” 
HELPER Quiz, and current events from our own fields. 

) Tue Lesson.—“An African Trail.” Chapter IT. 

Map Stupy.— 


If no larger map is available, use that in “The Lure of Africa.” Indicate 
on map the extent of the Bantu tribes, drawing the zigzag line as described on 
page 72 of textbook. Note that “there is but one indigenous language- 
family” within this sphere, and that here, also, are “the most barbarous, the 
least developed, and the latest explored parts of Africa.” Refer to the colored . 
maps in the Missionary Review of the World, Nov., 1917, showing missionary 
areas occupied and unoccupied. Call attention to the most vital statistics in 
an article in the same magazine on “The Missionary Occupation in Africa.” 
Locate the Bulu tribe in the Kamerun Country, West Africa. 
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THE LANGuaGe.—Very brief description. 
TurEE Worp Picrures.—First Speaker, “I wish to show you the Bulu 


man.” She exhibits portrait on page 96, then describes the charac- 
teristics as told by the author. Second Speaker, “My picture is the 
exact opposite. I depict a slave, the Bulu.woman.” Shows pictures 
on pages 32 and 184 and the frontispiece, then summarizes pages 
59-62. Third Speaker, “I am to tell you of that which holds man 
and woman alike in the bondage of fear—fetishism,”’ pages 66-68. 

(These word pictures should be given in a manner that makes the sub- 
jects alive and carries conviction. ) 

The story of Asala, a little daughter of Africa who told about 
the “Tribe of God.” 


(This should be gleaned from “A frican Adventurers,” by someone who 
is a good story teller.) 


PRAYER.—For these people “caught in a net of custom, idolatry and fear,” 
and for the missionaries who go to set them free. 


Sincinc.—‘“‘Send Thou, O Lord, to Every Place.” (Hymnal, page 107.) 


<> 
>= 





BUREAU OF MISSIONARY INTELLIGENCE 


In the Bureau are a large number of leaflets and exercises that would 
be very helpful in arranging programs for auxiliaries and entertainments 
by the Juniors. These leaflets and exercises will be sent to anyone asking 
for them, for the price of the postage. It is desirable to close out in the 
next few months as many of these as possible. There are leaflets on work 
in Japan, China, Africa, some of the islands of the Pacific, and a large 
number on India, including the work in Bengal especially. 

There are miscellaneous stories, and stories on Giving and Thank 


Offering, responsive readings, some dialogues and exercises; Treasuries, 
containing miscellaneous exercises and recitations for concerts by Sunday 
School or Juniors; also those appropriate for Christmas, Easter and 
Thanksgiving. There are a few copies of “History of the Bible,” by Mrs. 
Copp, price 50 cents; “The Story of Chundra Lela,” price 50 cents; 
“History of F. B. W. M. S.,” cloth 70 cents, paper 40 cents; “Sketch of 
the Sinclairs,” price 10 cents; a number of the older textbooks, which can 
be furnished for 15 cents per copy. Also mite boxes. 

Write, telling what kind of a program you wish. 


Mrs. A. D. Chapman, 
12 Prescott St., Lewiston, Me. 
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Hrartiral Christian Living 





All centuries, all races, both sexes, all ages find in the Master their virtues. 
consummated. The white light in him gathers up all the split and partial colors 


of our little spectrums. 


As we consider the significance of this, His word possesses- 


a fresh and persuasive meaning when He says, “Ye call me Teacher and Lord, 


and ye do well, for so am I.”—Harry Emerson Fosdick. 


Om 


OUR QUIET HOUR 


(10 A. M.) 





GIVING CHRIST 


The kind of Christmas I want to enjoy this year is one filled to the 


full with Christ-giving.. Could I do so I would brush aside usual duties 
and certain holiday conventions and seek definite opportunities for ex- 


pressing the Christ spirit and for making Christ Himself the possession of 


some one who had never before received Him. 
Suppose all Christendom were to be busy on that day searching out 


some empty life and bringing to it a Christmas Guest, Jesus the Christ, to 


abide there and fill the emptiness with His satisfying power. 
Our childish Christmases look refreshingly simple, and truer 


to the ideal as we look back upon them. At least the distilled essence of 
And where children gather with their 
eager questions, one can easily tell the old, sweet story until glory seems 


the Jesus-spirit permeated them. 


to shine around. 


Now that we are grown up physically and spiritually, we crave the 
best of the childhood Christmas, and with it something more than even 


the pleasurable gifts in friendship’s name and ministries to the needy. 


Is 


not the something we crave—that best which lures us beyond the good and 


the better. 





a more wholehearted giving of Christ? With what quiet satis- 


faction, then, to sit as the Christmas twilight falls and give thanks for 


“His unspeakable gift!” 


What a celebration it would make to have the missionary’s chance 
and gather a little group of Chinese women whose hearts’ best affections 
have been drowned in many fears and sorrows, and whose brains have 


been dulled through disuse! Would you not like to bring them a Christ- 
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mas gift of hope and joy and then watch the dawning light in their stolid 
faces? 

Or, I would change places with a Bible woman for the day and speak 
the Word, “line by line,” from house to house, rejoicing to see how 
Christ is becoming more and more a personal possession and a household 
blessing. 


As I ponder and dream of the ideal Christmas, a big and glorious fact 
is around me like an atmosphere. It is this,—that giving Christ is the 
business of the Woman’s Board. For that definite end it was organized 
and still exists. When we honor its Jubilee we shall find that the achieve- 
ments worthy of honor are those, and those only, which relate to this task. 
Each day and night, while we work and while we sleep, in many places the 
Supreme Gift is being passed over into hands outstretched. Our conse- 
crated missionaries, the teachers, the doctors, the nurses, the touring 
workers in wayside homes, are all giving Him; and with them stand a host 
of loyal friends, once without the Gift, now eager to share Him. 

For this reason, had I great wealth to give, I would make it a part 
of my Christmas program to sign checks for Mission Boards. They 
would be sacred checks, even from the moment pen touched paper. They 
would go out to be transmuted into Christ-giving. 

However, even without the chances of missionary, Bible women and 
millionaire, we are all rich in resources and opportunities, so that when 
the swiftly running year brings us Christ’s birthday once more we can 
keep it worthily, fittingly, joyfully. 


—M. L. D. in Life and Light. 





“At Christmastide, oh, be thou tender, true; 
Thy friends make glad, and all thy foes forgive; 
With its sweet light begin to live anew, 
Ungrudging give, and, giving, much receive.” 
“Thou unto whom the Magi brought their treasure— 
The Child divine, our glorious king, 
Grant us in richer love, in fuller measure, 
Our offerings to Thy shrine to bring.” 
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THE GOLDEN COBWEBS 
(A story to be told beside the Christmas tree.) 


I am going to tell you a story about something wonderful that hap- 
pened to a Christmas tree like this, ever and ever so long ago, when it 
was once upon a time. 

It was before Christmas, and the tree was all trimmed with pop-corn 
and silver nuts and (name the trimmings of the tree before you), and 
stood safely out of sight in a room where the doors were locked, so that 
the children should not see it before it was time. But ever so many other 
little house-people had seen it. The big black pussy saw it with her great 
green eyes; the little gray kitty saw it with her little blue eyes; the kind 
house-dog saw it with his steady brown eyes; the yellow canary saw it 
with his wise, bright eyes. Even the wee, wee mice that were so afraid 
of the cat and peeped one peek when no one was by. 

But there was someone who hadn’t seen the Christmas tree. It was 
the little gray spider! 

You see the spiders lived in the corners,——the warm corners of the 
sunny attic and the dark corners of the nice cellar. And they were ex- 
pecting to see the Christmas tree as much as anybody. But just before 
Christmas a great cleaning-up began in the house. The house-mother 
came sweeping and dusting and wiping and scrubbing, to make everything 
grand and clean for the Christ-child’s birthday. Her broom went into 
all corners, poke, poke,—and of course the spiders had to run. Dear, dear, 
how the spiders had to run! Not one could stay in the house while the 
Christmas cleanness lasted. So, you see, they couldn’t see the Christmas 
Tree. 

Spiders like to know all about everything, and see all there is to see, 
and they were very sad. So at last they went to the Christ-child and told 
him all about it. 

“All the others see the Christmas Tree, dear Christ-child,” they said; 
“but we, who are so domestic and so fond of beautiful things, we are 
cleaned up! We cannot see it at all!” 
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The Christ-child was very sorry for the little spiders when He heard 
this, and He said they should see the Christmas Tree. 

The day before Christmas when nobody was noticing, He let them go 
in, to look as long as ever they liked. 

They came creepy, creepy, down the attic stairs, creepy, creepy, up the 
cellar stairs, creepy, creepy, along the halls,—and into the beautiful room. 
The fat mother spiders and the old papa spiders were there, and all the 
little teenty, tonty, curly spiders, the baby ones. And then they looked! 
Round and round the tree they crawled, and looked and looked and looked. 
‘Oh, what a good time they had! They thought it was perfectly beautiful. 
And when they looked at everything they could see from the floor, they 
started up the tree to see more. All over the tree they ran, creepy, 
crawly, looking at every single thing. Up and down, in and out, over 
every branch and twig the little spiders ran, and saw every one of the 
pretty things right up close. 

They stayed until they had seen all there was to see, you may be sure, 
and then they went away at last, quite happy. Then in the still, dark night 
before Christmas Day, the dear Christ-child came to bless the tree for the 
children. But when he looked at it—what do you suppose ?—it was cov- 
ered with cob-webs! Everywhere the little spiders had been they had left 
a spider-web; and you know they had been just everywhere. So the tree 
was covered from its trunk to its tip with spider-webs, all hanging from 
the branches and looped around the twigs; it was a strange sight. 

What could the Christ-child do? He knew that house mothers do not 
like cob-webs; it would never, never do to have a Christmas Tree covered 
with those. No, indeed. 

So the dear Christ-child touched the spider’s webs and turned them 
all to gold! Wasn’t that a lovely trimming? Thev shone and shone, all 
over the beautiful tree. And that is the way the Christmas Tree came to 
have golden cob-webs on it—From “Christmas,” published by Moffat, 
Yard & Company. 


_~<2> 
_>—— 





RECEIVED.—‘‘A Book of Remembrance ;” the 1918 Prayer Calendar 
of the Woman’s American Baptist Foreign Mission Society, including 
the names of the missionaries of the F. B. W. M.S. Topics for a 
weekly and monthly prayer cycle are suggested, together with per- 
sonal remembrances for every day in the year. The quotations 
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throughout this attractive little book are beautiful and inspirational 
for always. Price 25 cents each; $2.40 a dozen. A worth-while Christ- 
mas gift.....Leaflets: “Bridal Pictures.” Somewhere in Christian 
America and Somewhere in Heathen India. Price, 3 cents. Very 


effective contrasts in the lives of two girls, written by a missionary to 


India. You should send for it. “How Philander Belding Mobilized.” 
A Reading. A bright, amusing and suggestive story of how one man 
came to give to foreign missions.....The Children’s World Crusade 
Hand-Book for Leaders, also the Manual for the “Crusaders.” Send 
for all of the foregoing to the W. A. B. F. M.S. (See addresses on the 
third page of HELPER cover.)..... Minutes of the Thirty-sixth General 
Conference of Free Baptists, held at Ocean Park, Me., August 22 and 
23, 191%. Sent by the Corresponding Secretary and Treasurer, Prof. 
Alfred Wms. Anthony, D. D., Lewiston, Maine.....The National Ad- 
vocate, published monthly by the National Temperance Society and 


Commission on Temperance, of the Federal Council of the Churches 
of Christ in America. Price $1.00 a year. (Rates to Pastors and Clubs 


on application.) 51 United Charities Building, 105 East 22d St., New 


York City. Our readers will be interested to know that Hon. Carl E. 
Milliken is chairman of the Commission on Temperance, of which the 
Advocate is the organ. 

(Please mention THe Missionary HELPER in ordering literature.) 


<—_> 
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Notes.—Mrs. Bessie Ham Willard writes, in a personal letter, 
“IT would like to get the ear of every Free Baptist for a few 
minutes. I think I could wake them up a bit to the needs of those 
splendid workers of ours in India.” In regard to sending boxes. 
Many are ready to go, but we are told at headquarters that freight 
rates are prohibitive at present. We are urged, as individuals, to send 
what we can, by parcel or book post, to our missionaries.....The let- 


ters from Edna Coldren—-daughter of our former missionaries, Rev. 
and Mrs. Coldren, stationed at Chandbali, Dr. Mary and Miss Coombs, 
are all full of interest, and can’t we see little Dayabati, through Miss 
Fenner’s pen picture? Dr. Mary, in sending the photograph for the 
beautiful picture on the first page, writes, “Balasore is very pic- 


turesque, abounding in this sort of scenery.”....Again important 
articles and letters are crowded out..... Among the pleasant words re- 


cently received are these from Dr. H. M. Ford, “The HExper is a 
visitor that always makes us glad—it is so breezy, newsy, and talks 
about ‘our folks’.” Thank you. 
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Contrilutions 






‘“‘Money speaks all languages, there is no limit to the geographical 


range of its influence.”’ 





F. B. WOMAN’S MISSIONARY SOCIETY 


Receipts for October, 1917 


F, B. W. M. S. contributors should carefully designate how their money should 
be used, whether for Home Missions, Foreign Missions, or the Contingent Fund, 
remembering that the latter will be used by the Society where it is most needed. 


MAINE 
Alfred, Miss Nellie Jordan, Sust Fund 
2 eae. Sr ee 
E Otisfield Aux, Greenleaf Fund Inc for 
Bengal-Orissa ..:........2. 
East Livermore Aux, salary Miss LC 
Co eae ee 


Eustis Center S S, sal’y Miss E E Barnes 
Ocean Park, Mrs M A W Bachelder, Sust 
Fund ‘Helper’ ........... 
Mrs Whitcomb do 
Pittsfield Aux, Inc Mary Wingate Fund 


NEW HAMPSHIRE 
see tah Mrs D AiGammon for child 


MIDIS 8 a a ie eich te) a cat esd, Vaca te 
Laheweet F BWM S (Mrs Quimby $10) % 
Bengal-Orissa, % Storer. .... 
New Hampton Class 1916 for New Hamp- 

ton School, Bengal-Orissa ..... 
Pittsfield Aux, dues... 


VERMONT 


Sutton F B Ch Aux, Mrs Helen Royal $1; 
Mrs Olin E Harris 5.00. 
Waterbury Center F BCh, Berean Class 
For Storer College Ind Dpt ..... 


RHODE ISLAND 
——— Aux, for Storer Ind Dpt. 

0 T O, % Bengal-Orissa, % Storer . 
Patt Se Aux, Industrial, Storer 
Providence, Roger Wms Aux, Ind... 
Taunton Aux,Ind.... 


$ 3 00 
4 00 


10 06 
2 22 


3 00 


3 00 
11 00 


5 00 
11 00 


5 00 
1 00 


6 00 
3 10 
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NEW YORK 


Niobe, Mrs Mattie Fowler for Bengal- 
Origsa. 1... 


PENNSYLVANIA 
Butler Hill S S, for sup Ushaboti,SO.. 


MICHIGAN 


Matavia;Storer. 2.0.62 6 6 es st ee 
Battle Creek. Mrs H P Stone for Storer . 
Bankers. for Storer 
Grand Blanc, Mrs Rose 1.00; Fannie Reis 
UOC EE ss 6 5 6 As eee eS 

Green Oak for Storer ..... 
Hillsdale,do...... 
Onsted,do. ls 
Reading. do 
Sanilac Q M Coll, do 
W Cambria, for Western Field Agt . 


MISCELLANEOUS 

Income: 

Betsey French Dyer Mem'l for child 

a ea ° 

General for Storer, ......... 

Parker Fund 

Widows’ Home. . 
Legacy from Estate Oramandel Smith, 

late of Litchfield,Me ........ 


ee @ e @ @ 


6 25 


1 75 
3 25 
76 


2 00 
2 25 
2 40 
3 00 
1 60 
8 25 
1 00 


6 00 


$685 01 


EpDYTH R. PORTER, 7reasuvrer 


47 Andover St., Peabody, Mass. 





FORM OF BEQUEST 
I give and bequeath the sum of —— to the Free Baptist Woman’s Missionary 


Society, incorporated under the laws of the State of Maine. 











41 


236 
46 
49 
68 
72 


75 
79 
93 
100 
101 
104 


142 
108 
132 
133 
137 
138 
140 
141 
145 
145 


THE MISSIONARY HELPER 
INDEX FOR 1917 
Editorial—Nellie Wade Whitcomb. 
From the Editor’s Desk 2, 15, 34, 66, 84, 98, 130, 162, 194, 226, 258, 287, 
290, 312, 315, 322, 329, 365, 370 
Among Our Books; Received, 72, 147, 272 
1 
In General— 
A Call to Prayer Lucy P. Durgin, Nellsine I. Jose 
Prayer and Missions 
Illustration: Rev. and Mrs. J. H. Oxrieder with their children 
Chundra Lela Mrs. Julia P. Burkholder 
Chinese Women as Bible Leaders 
d Illustrations: Miss Butts, Miss Gowen’s Lace Class 
1, Union Questions Answered M. A. W. Bachelder 
: A Happy Month in Michigan (Illustrated) Lena S. Fenner 
Introduction to the World Wide Guild Inah Gates Stout 
Portrait: Miss May Malvern 
00 Illustration; Market Day Scene 
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25 A Missionary Boat (Illustrated) 
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: N. W. Whitcomb, Ida L. Stillman, Jessie L. Waterman 
Sunday School Life in the Philippines 
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12 A’ Widow of India and her Sons (Illustrated) Rev. J. H. Oxrieder 
“ Home Mission Note M. A. W. Bachelder 
A Great Executive (Lavina Crawford) 
00 Mrs. Z. F. Griffin I, IT, . 105, 
D1 Thanksgiving at Mary Jane’s House (Story) 
Greeting from Helen Barrett Montgomery 
Gladdest Work in the World (Illustrated) Amy B. Coe 
A Definite Task Ella D. MacLaurin 
Busy Advanced Light Bearers (Illustrated) Nellie Peck 
A Transformation (Illustrated) Amy B. Coe 
A Unique Occasion Lena S. Fenner 
y Miss Ella M. Butts Z. F. Griffin 
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Manual Methods of Teaching Missions 





Gertrude Hartley I, II 164, 203 


Miss Gladys Mae Thacker (With Portrait) Sadie B. Gowen 

A Visit to a Zenana (Illustrated) Dr. Mary W. Bacheler 

How Our Girls Can Help in the Present Crisis Alfrieda M. Mosher 
Fly the Flag 

Womanhood Among Mohammedans 


Personal Recollections of Ella M. Butts (With Portrait) 
Elizabeth Hayes Cox 


Santipore’s Lady of Mercies (Illustrated) Lena S. Fenner 
A Christian Heroine Amy B. Coe 

Twins (Story) 

Call Nellsine I. Jose 

Reaching Out ‘ 

A Challenge to Christian Women 

Jellasore the Beloved Tena S. Fenner 

Illustrated Letter Our Children’s Missionary 
Rajkumari Ida Marshall Holder 

Another Point of View (Story) 

Women and the War 

Illustration: Pennant and Motto 

Glimpses of Annual Meeting Jessie L. Waterman 


Pray, Study, Give. Missionary Education Movement (l)lustrated) 
Ethel L. Rand 


The World Wide Guild Alma J. Noble 

Thanks Frank I. and Lucy P. Durgin 

Mrs, Clark’s Pardah Party Florence H. Doe 

Illustration: Some of our Sinclair Orphanage Girls 

New England Baptist Schoo! of Methods (Illustrated) 

Storer Reminiscences Mrs. L. B. Lightner 

One Who Feared God and Loved Men Howard James Bird 
Portrait: Mrs. Maud West Kenyon 

Portrait: Mrs. Lucy P. Durgin 

An Open Letter from Our President 

Portrait: Mrs. Nellsine I. Jose 

‘Officers and Committees 

Portraits: Mrs. Bachelder, Mrs. Whitcomb, Mrs. Wade 
Resolutions L. S. Fenner, Kate J. Anthony, Ethel E. Demeritt 


Reports— 


Corresponding Secretary Lena S. Fenner 
Cradle Roll Secretary (with Portrait) Laura E. Hartley 
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